Dispassionate Love
Bebe Evers Jones.
I would like to say I’m a widow, or that my husband divorced me for a younger woman. However the truth is I’m a forty two year old spinster school teacher named Karen Boatwright.
I live in the same small town that I was born in. The same town where my patents lived and my Grandparents. My family goes back several generations. I do have an uncle that has a son so the name of Boatwright will live on. Just not through my line. 

I was an only child. Don’t really know why my parents never had another child as far as I know my mother was healthy enough. My mother was a lady that never talked about such things nor about anything that may be misconstrued as sexual. What little I learned came way past my eighteenth birthday. 
I lived at home during the three years I went to College. Just ten miles away is a small college where I started at age nineteen. When I was twenty one and in my third year my parents were killed in an accident. 

I quit school and returned home. I did not date or even go out much for a couple of years. Then a neighbor and one of the few people I talked to on a regular basis asked me to help out in his hardware store. 
An older lady that had worked there for many years was about to retire and he needed someone to handle his books.

I could walk down the hill to the store so I did not need the car that sat in the garage unused. I was soon out and about enjoying this new way of life. 
Mr. Peoples was a nice man in his late sixties. Round and jolly much as one might think of Santa Claus.  

I worked there for three years, every day except for a few holidays. Mr. Peoples paid me well and I saved every penny as my needs were few. 
Just before my twenty seventh birthday Mr. Peoples had a young nephew come to live with him and work in the store. 
Arthur was my junior by three years, much as me, Arthur as a loner and it was not long before we found this to be our common ground. 

I had for many years walked home for lunch but on bad weather days I often brought a bag lunch. It was late fall and Mr. Peoples health was failing and he was not in the store every day. Arthur was now the man that opened and closed the store. He soon had his fingers into every thing and in some ways improved the business. 

He came to me and asked me to show him the books and how the money was spent, banked and what the profits were over a year. 

He was surprised to find the majority of the town shopped here and the store did very well for a small town. 
The time we spent brought us closer and as luck would have it we found ourselves alone one night doing inventory. 
It was late when we finished and Arthur asked to walk me home and I accepted is offer. When we arrived home I asked Arthur in for a cup of tea. Just inside the door Arthur pulled me to him and kissed me. This was the first time in my life I had been kissed by a man that was not a relative.  
I was nervous excited and aroused all at the same time; I had never felt passion or how my body reacted to his simple kiss. The shock of my own feeling surprised me and awaked a part of me that had never before showed any interest in being part of me. 

I knew Arthur could not see how I felt or the slight quiver in my grown. It was as if a red hot poker had been punched up inside of me. I stepped back and asked Arthur to go. He immediately apologized and took two steps back; stumbling he fell over the umbrella stand. He hit the floor with a thud and banged his head rather hard. 
I went to his aid lifting his head up and pulling in onto my lap. He eyes were glazed and out of focus as he struggled to looked up at me. 
Arthur said “You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever kissed Karen.”

His simple words shot flames through me. I hugged him to me and his breath came through my dress and through my thin cotton bra. I felt the heat of his breath on my nipple. I pulled him closer on purpose or as a reaction to this most magnificent sensation. 
When he reached up and pulled my mouth down to his I let him kiss me again. It was a rather odd angle and I had to straighten out my legs. 

A moment later I was lying on the floor beside Arthur with his arms around me. He rose up and scooped me to him his shoulders over my upper torso me kissing me. 
I was on fire and my head was spinning. That quiver in my crotch was now more of an itch. My panties were wet and my stomach was tightening in tiny pulses. My heart was beating so hard I thought it was going to burst out of my chest. 
When he clasped a hand over my breast I was not sure but when he twisted the nipple between his fingers I almost wet myself. I was already wet and I some how thought Arthur knew this and I was ashamed. I did not push his hand away nor stop him fro kissing me. 
His hand was on fire as he touched my thigh. I held my breath as he touched my wet panties. I cried out mumbling incoherently as he wiggled a finger past the seam of my panties. 
Then he touched me. A finger was rubbing my clitoris even though up to this point in my life I never knew I even had one. I bit my lower lip and held my breath as he ran his finger tip around the wet little split that was tingling so. 

The sensations my body was feeing were the most marvelous feeling I had ever had. I spread my legs wider for him.

He pulled my hand down between us. There I felt the warmth of bare skin. Some how he had managed to get his penis out of his trousers. It was long hard and my fingers could hardly fit around it. I squeezed it and jerked on it. The skin was loose on the out side of a rock hard masterful manhood. I had never felt one or even seen one before but I knew what it was.

All of a sudden he lifted me up and asked which way to my bedroom. Stumbling, running pulling him after me I showed him my bed. He stripped me of my clothing and then his own. I watched; embarrassed to be naked in front of him but my eyes were fixed on his manhood. It was thick, the tip was a deep purple and it was broad and pointed made to jab into a woman like a spear. He was going to push that thing that wonderful thing into me. 
I almost laughed as I realized that I wanted that more than any thing in the world. 
We fell on the bed together wrapped in one another’s arms kissing; rubbing and touching again I found his manhood and marveled at it size and hardness.

He moved his head to my breasts sucking each nipple in turn crushing my breasts as he suckled me. Then he kissed down my belly. I was beside myself, I knew what he was going to do and the very idea sent waved of nausea up through me. I cried out “Oh God don’t let me get sick.” 

I lifted my legs spreading them I waited. At the first touch of his tongue I lost all sense of reason and screamed out loud. That was all I remembered until I felt a cool wet cloth on my face. 

Arthur stood next to the bed pressing and wiping my face soothingly. I blinked open my eyes and looked up into a smiling face. 
“Well I’m glad to see you back safe and sound from where ever you’ve been.”

I smiled back and said “I guess the pleasure was too great I must have passed out.”

Arthur lifted the rag from my face and I saw he was still naked and his manhood hung with the foreskin covering the massive tip. 

I looked at him and he looked at me. He moved closer and his manhood started to jerk. It was swelling and coming awake all by its self. The purple tip popped out and the skin was drawing back and tight. I thought it was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen. 
He leaned over the edge of the bed and pulled my face closer as he said “Would you like to suck it. 
Just open your mouth and let me put the tip in. Run you tongue around it and see how sweet the juices are.”

I had never heard of such a thing. Yet he had put his tongue in me or had at least licked me. I could not imagine doing such a thing yet I opened my mouth for him. 
I think that was when I felt the pain and terrible wetness between my legs. I reached down and felt the slippery wetness oozing out of me. Touching my self was painful…

Arthur was now rubbing my lips with the large tip before pushing it into my mouth. I closed my mouth around it and tasted a strange mixture of sweet, salty and something that tasted like blood. It was disgusting and excitingly erotic all at the same time.

Arthur said “I love to watch a girl suck my cock.” 

I thought is that what I’m doing “I’m sucking cock.” Not any old cock but Arthur’s cock. This is my first adventure into the world of sex and my first lover. 

Arthur moved his hips back and forth a few times and I felt him grow ever larger and then a salty fluid passed over my tongue. His cock was pumping a thick hot fluid into my mouth. I started to pull away but he held me to him. I had no choice but to swallow this juice that was flooding my mouth. It really was not that bad. I swallowed faster and all of it. 

Once he withdrew from my mouth he quickly went to get dressed. I now felt embarrassed and ran to the bathroom locking the door behind me. 

There was blood on my thighs. I thought “I’m no longer a virgin.” But Arthur loves me or he would not have done this to me. I wondered when he wanted to get married. 

Washing was a little tender but after I was all cleaned up I came out to fine Arthur gone. I cleaned up the house and my bloody bed. But I waited for an hour before I brushed my teeth. Once all the taste of his semen was gone from my mouth I then and only then brushed my teeth. 

The next morning as I turned up the back alley I saw Arthur and his friend Tommy Watson enter the store through the back door. I followed a few minutes later. 

As I approached the office door I hard them laugh. Arthur was saying “Wow, I never thought she was a fucking virgin. Christ I hate blood. But it turned out okay she sucked me off and that was not too bad. In time she will be a good fuck and I’ll see to it she becomes a devoted cocksucker. Hell man maybe later we can fuck her together.”  Then they laughed. 
Why was Arthur talking like this and why were they laughing. I know Arthur loved me or he would not have. 
Then I heard Tommy say “You bastard you popped another fucking virgin. I guess if I get her ass that will count as fucking a virgin.”  They laughed again. 

Arthur said “She really has a find body and like I said in time she’ll be a pretty good fuck. But god I wish she was not so homely. But I guess she will do for a cocksucker. I can fuck her face. She looks better with a cock in her mouth.” 

I realized then I had been had, cheated out of my virginity, I was raped in a way even though I had wanted him to do it. I spit it was as if I could spit the memory of his cock in my mouth and the taste of his semen from me. 

I ran out the back door and never returned. Old Mr. Peoples died Arthur sold the store and moved away. 
A year later I became a school teacher and for the last twenty five years that is what I had done. I never looked back and completely pushed that terrible event out of my mind. I’ll admit if took a while for me to get over the shame and contempt for Arthur but that was all history and forgotten until a few months ago.

The events: 
Our little town has grown over the years and the area where I’ve lived all these years has fallen into disrepair. I’ve kept my home up but this area of town had not. It all happened so slowly I never saw it happening. Kind of like not being able to see the woods for the trees. 

Several homes had been broken into over the last year or so and other horrible things. One young girl was beaten, robbed and raped on the street. 
When another teacher mentioned she was going to get a guard dog I followed suit and went to the pound. 

Maxwell was half big dog and the other half was even bigger. He was full of playful vigor and we quickly found we liked one another. He found a place in the utility room he liked and that is were I fed him and set up his bed. 

I had a doggie door put in so he could freely go in and out while I as at school. 

At night he would get up on the sofa and watch the news with me. But at bed time I would tell him it was “Time to go to bed.” He would go to his bed and would not come back up to see me until he heard the alarm go off. 

He soon let the neighborhood know that everything inside the fenced back yard was his and mind and he did not want anyone to enter our domain. 

I was really feeling much better about where I lived. However I did stop by a real estate office and talked about selling my place. It was a real gem among a pile of rocks. The agent after coming out to see it. Said I would be hard pressed to get full value for it. She reminded me what I had heard before in regard to homes “location, location. Location” 

In the mean time I was asked to fill in for a teacher that had gotten married and moved away. Another would be hired but since it was so close to the end of the school year it would not be until school resumed in the fall.
This class was a few years older than my regular bunch. These kids were fourteen and fifteen but one boy had been set back he was sixteen. 
He was tall rangy and dark skinned a combination of Spanish and Middle East I thought. 
He sat in front and seemed to be very attentive as were most of the class. 

I don’t remember the first time I noticed Salvatore resting his hand on his crotch as he watched me walking back and forth in front of the blackboard.

I don’t think he was doing it on purpose he was not thinking but it seemed to be more of a habit. 

Over the twenty five years since my encounter with Arthur I had learned a great deal about sex and how these kids related to one another as young adults. We teachers had regular classes on sex education and what to look for as a possible problem for us as well as the school. 
Summer was not far away and the kids seemed to be ready for their summer vacation. I think Salvatore may have ventured into adolescent sex.
 Because he as most young men do get erections several times a day and they come about involuntarily. But when it did I could see it and from deep down the memories came creeping back. 

One afternoon I was giving a test and Sal as his friends liked to call him finished in record time. I picked up his paper and sat at my desk reading it. For some reason I could not keep my eyes off this young man and his crotch. 
Sal must have noticed because he started to rub himself and I could see he was getting extremely hard and he looked very long. There is no front on the desk and I had always been very careful to keep my dress well below my knees. But I let my dress slid up my thighs and then I did the unthinkable I let my legs spread just a little. 

I let my eyes meet Sal’s and he smiled at me. I was so embarrassed I stood for the rest of the time.

As chance would have it I was going to the teachers lounge when I happened to hear a conversation between Sal and one of his friends. 

Sal said “I’m telling you man she is one foxy lady. She dresses to hide her figure but Miss. Boatwright has a really fine body and she is the best looking teacher in the whole school. Yes I’m telling you she is a sexy Fox and I would fuck her in a heart beat.” 
I heard the last few words as I back tracked away. He thought I was sexy, a Fox and pretty. 
I had not noticed as I had matured over the last twenty five years I may have changed. As I sat in the lounge I noticed one thing. I was wet between my legs the first time since that day with Arthur. Why was it now? Why after all these years would I feel this sensation again? Surely I had no feeling for this young man so it had to be some thing else but what? But I was once again feeling something. I wondered if Sal had just brought back old memories or shadows from the past.
That night I showered early and slipped on a robe over my nakedness. My old house is not air conditioned and it was a warm night. I sat on the sofa with Maxwell next to me. 
There really was nothing on TV that held my interest and I fell asleep. 

It was in a large open area, no trees, no building nothing except me sitting on a bed. I fell back letting my fingers slip between my legs. I was naked and I felt my fingers find the wetness. I rubbed my fingers along my wet little crack. It felt strange but it felt good too. My breath came in short deep gasps. I pushed a finger into the wetness. Then I pushed another, now two fingers were probing me. I moaned and arched my back. What was I doing? I wanted to stop but I could not. My fingers danced along the slippery wetness. I grew more excited and almost frantic shaking with this uncontrollable urge to make myself climax. I had never in my life climaxed. But I wanted to now.
My eyes were tightly closed and I had both hands pressing on my ears to keep out this strange dream. Why was I dreaming why?

Then it came to me my hands were holding my head but the fingers were still running long my wetness. My legs were spread wide and it was feeling so strange I did not want it to stop. 

I cried out “Oh my god...” I felt it coming up from my toes, rushing up through me like a freight train. Never, never had I felt anything like this. “Oh, God take me for I will die if this don’t stop.” 

Then it came out of me like a flood, a long held back dam had broken loose and all the pent up passion of forty two years came screaming out of me. 
I yelled, jerked around like a chicken with out a head. I jammed both hand down between my legs to stop this feeling. 
There was something between my legs. Something all covered with hair. I ran my hands over it once, twice and then I knew what it was it was Maxwell’s massive head. 

But why would he have his head between my legs. 

I came awake screaming and pulled myself up from a strange position. I had sipped nearly off the sofa and my robe was will up behind me. My legs were spread and Maxwell had been licking me. 
This dog had given me something I had never experienced before; a climax.

I had climaxed, there was a puddle of some kind of slim on the floor, on the edge of the sofa and all over me. Maxwell had moved back when I screamed and looked as if I had beat him. I loved Maxwell and would never hurt him. But what was I to do. I could not allow my dog to have me sexually. This was the worst and the best thing that had ever happened to me. 

Jerking my knees up, closing my robe I looked at Maxwell. I smiled and he knew I was not mad at him for doing what was as natural as breathing. 

Maxwell moved closer lowering his head he licked the puddle on the floor, he licked the wet spot on the sofa edge. 

Then he looked up at me. He knew and I knew it all happened so fast. I was startled and so terrified I still did not have my wits about me. 

I leaned back pulled up my robe and spread my legs.  Maxwell smelled me, sniffed and looked up at me. He never took his eyes off me as he flicked his tongue out licking me from one end to the other. He waited for me to say something or do something. 

I could not help myself I smiled. I felt the love Maxwell had for me and I for him. He licked me again and I reached out to pat his head.
Maxwell licked me very gingerly and slowly and I did not scold or push him away. 
Then he did something totally unexpected he rose on his hind legs and placed his paws on the back of the sofa on either side of my shoulders. 
His massive cock was clearly unsheathed. It was long, shinny wet and all covered with tiny red bloods vessels. It had no tip like Arthur had. Maxwell’s cock was almost pencil sharp. The furry skin was pulled way back and the knot was out. He was jabbing it as if looking for a place to plant it. I touched it and caressed it lovingly. This made Maxwell jab faster. 
I took his cock in my hand circling it as if it were in a … well where it should have been. 
Maxwell seemed to like this and he jerked faster. He got hotter and his cock get fatter then he shot off straight on to my face. 

I opened my mouth and moved forward taking his cock in my mouth. Maxwell knew the difference between my hand and my mouth. He shot off again and again. I swallowed his cum as I had Arthur’s and I like Maxwell’s better. The taste was not so salty but still like nothing I had ever tasted before. Maxwell pulled his knot and cock from my mouth and laid down just looking at me wipe my mouth. 

“Good Boy, Good boy Maxwell,” What else could I say. 

Over the next few weeks Maxwell and I found he could easily get into me from behind and he liked that. His cum as red hot and filled me up quickly. I often climaxed with him. 
Then the night he missed my pussy and pushed into my ass gave us both a thrill and we soon liked that too. But I still like to suck him off and let him cum in my mouth that was the first and we both loved that the best… 
Next; Maxwell and I move to our new home...
